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said, “you won’t have to resign, will 
you?” 

“No, but I might as well. It’s all on 
my record now. I’m not exactly the most 
popular man in the Department.” He 
fingered a cigarette from his pocket and 
handed it to Janet Hudson. “What about 
ycu?” he asked. “You’ll be getting out 
pretty soon; what are you going to do?” 
She shrugged. “I don’t know. Find a 
job, I suppose. I used to sell lingerie in 
a department store before I got hooked.” 
“Yeah,” Mace nodded, “I know.” 
“That’s right,” she said, “I forgot; you 
do know all about me, don’t you? Tell 
me something, Joe: how could you pos- 
sibly fall for me, knowing the whole 
story?” 

“It was easy,” he said quietly. “I just 
looked at you and fell.” 

Janet reached out from the bed and 
took his hand. “Do you think we could 
still make it, Joe — together?” 

Mace was silent for a long, heavy mo- 
ment. “I don’t know,” he said at last, 
“maybe we could, maybe we couldn’t.” 
“We’d have to go away somewhere, 
wouldn’t we? To another city, I mean.” 
“That would be best.” 

“Would it be hard, Joe? Would it 
be terribly hard?” 

Mace nodded. “Yes. It would be hard.” 
“Would you still want to try it?” 

“If you did,” he said. “If you really 
did.” He could feel her fingers tighten 
on his hand. 

“I’d be afraid, Joe. But I’d try.” 

“All right,” Mace said after awhile, 
“we’ll try.” 

J anet Hudson was released the day be- 
fore George Mina’s preliminary hear- 
ing was scheduled. Mace met her outside 
the gate and drove her into the city. He 
had a room waiting for her in a motel 
court owned by a friend of his. In a 
vase on the dresser there were flowers 
he had put in the room earlier. 

“That was nice of you, Joe,” she said. 
She looked around nervously. “God, I’m 
shaky — ” 

“Take it easy," he said. “The first day 
out is the hardest. The thing to do is 
keep occupied. Come on, we’ll go sit in 
a movie for awhile; it’ll relax you.” 

They went to a movie and she sat with 
Mace’s arm around her and her head 
on his shoulder. After that they took a 
long drive out to the edge of the city 


and had dinner in a barbeque restaurant, 
and after dinner they went into the bar 
and had two drinks each and played the 
pinball and shuffleboard games. It was 
near midnight when they got back to the 
motel. 

“I want you to go to bed and get a 
good night’s sleep,” Mace said. He hand- 
ed her a small bottle containing two 
tiny capsules. “These are tranquilizers, 
they’ll help keep you relaxed.” From his 
wallet he counted out three hundred dol- 
lars he had taken from his savings ac- 
count. “When you get up tomorrow, go 
out and buy yourself some new clothes. 
Shop all day, keep as busy as you can. 
I’ll see you sometime in the afternoon, 
when the preliminary is over.” He pulled 
her to him gently and kissed her, very 
lightly. “Do you think you’ll be all right?” 

She nodded, putting her arms around 
him, clinging to him. “But I’m scared, 
Joe,” she whispered. 

“It’ll be over soon,” he told her. “In 
a few days we’ll be in a new city, start- 
ing a new life. After that it’ll get easier. 
You’ll see.” 

He kissed her again — and again — and 
again — and then he left. 

G eorge Minna, who was out on bail, 
arrived in court the next day minus 
three front teeth and with his jawbone 
held in place by wires. He was in the 
company of a deputy public defender who 
had been assigned as his counsel. 

The preliminary hearing took three 
hours. Mace testified first, describing how 
he had sought out Mina on a personal 
matter; had observed that Mina appeared 
to be under the influence of narcotics; 
had ordered Mina to stand for a search 
of his person and, when Mina resisted, 
had used necessary force to make the 
arrest. 

Following Mace, the central jail book- 
ing officer testified that in his opinion 
Mina had been under the influence of 
narcotics at the time he was checked 
into the jail. Next the police medical 
officer stated that although Mina had 
refused to submit to a blood test, which 
was within his legal prerogative, he had 
been, in the doctor’s professional opinion, 
definitely under the influence of a nar- 
cotic. 

The defense presented the bartender of 
the Golden Rod and three of Mina’s 
acquaintances who had been there at 
the time of arrest. They testified that 


they had noticed nothing unusual about 
the way Mina had acted prior to his 
arrest, nothing that would indicate to 
tnem that he had used narcotics that 
morning; and that, to them, he appeared 
perfectly normal. They further stated that 
the manner in which Mace had arrested 
Mina had appeared to be unnecessarily 
brutal. 

The hearing judge took note of pos- 
sible unnecessary force used in making 
the arrest, but ruled that Mina had avail- 
able to him legal remedies for resolving 
that issue — to wit, the right to file a 
criminal complaint or a civil lawsuit 
against Mace. Finally, the judge ruled to 
accept the testimony of Mace, the book- 
ing officer and the jail doctor as being 
better qualified than the defense witnesses 
to give an opinion concerning whether 
Mina was or was not under the influence 
of narcotics. The decision of the hear- 
ing court was that there was reasonable 
cause to suspect that the defendant George 
Mina had been under the influence of 
narcotics, in violation of the criminal 
code, and that he therefore be held to 
answer such charge in the Criminal 
Court. 

The bail for Mina, which had already 
been posted, was left in force and he 
was released until his trial date. 

Mace left the courtroom and drove 
to his apartment. He sat down at the 
portable typewriter on which he had 
typed so many hundreds of crime reports; 
this time he inserted a plain white sheet 
of paper and typed a formal resignation 
from the Department. He signed the pa- 
per, sealed it in an envelope addressed 
to Captain Crill, and put it in his inside 
coat pocket. 

left the apartment and drove to 
the n!otel. Janet was not there when he 
arrived. He went in and sat down to 
wait. He waited six hours. 

Janet Hudson did not return. 

M ace found her late that evening in 
a room at the Golden Rod. She was 
lying on the bed in her slip, a thin trickle 
of blood dried on her arm where she 
had taken the needle. George Mina, strip- 
ped to the waist, lying next to her, was 
in a narcotic stupor. 

Mace stood over the bed looking down 
at Janet. Her eyes turned up to him, 
focusing with difficulty. Her voice, when 
she spoke, was fuzzy and thick. 

“Hello, Joe — my Joe — new life, you 
and me — ” 

Mace said nothing. His face was like 
granite, his neck muscles taut, his jaws 
clenched tight. Only the depths of his 
eyes marked the despair within him, 
pitched as they were with sadness. 

“ — had to do it, Joe,” Janet was mum- 
bling. “ — just once more — then a new 
life, Joe — we’ll have a new life, won’t 
v.e, Joe — won’t we, Joe — Joe?” 

Mace reached under his coat for the 
handcuffs on his belt-. He cuffed Janet’s 
left wrist and shackled her to the bed- 
post. Turning, he left the room and 
headed downstairs to call the wagon. On 
the way he passed a trash barrel in the 
hallway. He tore up the letter of resig- 
nation and dropped it in, without even 
breaking stride. the end 
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